COMMENTARY

Inert in the paralysis of caste. And though in Africa
The vegetation still grows fiercely like the young,
And in the cities that receive the slanting radiations

The lucky are at work, and most still know they suffer,
The dark will touch them soon: night's tiny noises
Will echo vivid in the owl's developed ear,

Vague in the anxious sentry's; and the moon look down
On battlefields and dead men lying, heaped like treasure,
On lovers ruined in a brief embrace, on ships

Where exiles watch the sea: and in the silence

The cry that streams out into the indifferent spaces,

And never stops or slackens, may be heard more clearly,

Above the everlasting murmur of the woods and rivers,
And more insistent than the lulling answer of the

waltzes,
Or hum of printing-presses turning forests into lies;

As now I hear it, rising round me from Shanghai,
And mingling with the distant mutter of guerrilla

fighting,
The voice of Man: 60 teach me to outgrow my madness.

It's better to be sane than mad, or liked than dreaded;

It's better to sit down to nice rneals than to nasty;

It's better to sleep two than single; ifs better to be happy.

Ruffle the perfect manners of the frozen heart,
And once again compel it to be awkward and alive,
To*all it suffered once a weeping witness,
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